110            THE PEONY OF PAO-YtT

" You play ? ?? I queried, looking at a piano in one
corner of the room. <c Perhaps you will favour me
with something from Chopin ? Jf

c{ I will play/5 said he, " but  my music is
not like the music of composers such as you
name. They thunder in the bass, trill in the treble,
juggle with sharps and flats, and all the time their
music comes from innumerable hammers inside their
instruments! My music comes from yonder wood,
from distant caves by the sea, from mountains
shrouded in mist. Listen !??

He rose and went to the piano and rested his long
fingers on the keys. He did not strike the notes. He
caressed them. I find it difficult; to describe what
followed. For some time I was too utterly surprised
to appreciate fully what I heard. When the feeling
of surprise lessened I leant forward and listened
intently, afraid lest the slightest sound should
escape me.

I heard the music of the wood. Words seem dull
and cold to describe my impressions.  I heard the
soft wash of the sea upon the shingle, the quick
gurgling rash as it swept between the rocks and then
lay still in pools.  I heard the breaking of little
waves and the fall of those blue-white water-curls. I
heard the song of trees, the rustle of dry autumn
leaves, the soft fall of rain, and then the sound of
raging forests, lashed and twisted by the fierce wind.
t{ I will take you by force," the wind seemed to say.